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		Description

Twilight Sparkle is seven years old, and she already knows a lot about the world. What she doesn't understand is her mother: Why does she work so hard when she could be home with her family? Her teacher, Princess Celestia, explains it as best she can.
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		Grown-Ups Are Silly


			Author's Notes: 
This story is dedicated to moms everywhere. Not just mine and not just mothers by birth, this story is for all the women out there who fight through the bad, the worse, and the horrific, all for your child. Happy Mother's Day.



	“Princess Celestia? Where does mommy go when it’s time for school?”
Celestia peered at her student with an amused sort of curiosity. The little filly before her never ceased to surprise. Just an hour earlier, Twilight was solving quantum theorems. Now, she was asking about her mommy at lunchtime.
Twilight was incredibly smart for a child her age. Though only enrolled in Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns for a few months, she had already caught the attention of the princess herself. Now, she studied directly under Celestia, who was nice enough to answer most questions the inquisitive filly over lunch.
“Your mother is at work,” said Celestia. Twilight nodded, as if she expected that answer, then took a bite if her peanut butter sandwich.
“Why?” asked Twilight.
“Why? Well, that is something of a hard question to answer,” said Celestia with a sigh. “Your mother is an expert on ancient languages, and she is vital to translating books that are older than Equestria itself.”
“So she works because she's important?”
“Well… Perhaps that is part of it. However, there are two reasons larger. For one, it makes her happy.” Celestia could see the confusion etched onto Twilight's face. “Twilight, dear, what is the maximum of seven times sine of four times x-pi divided by six plus one?”
Twilight didn't see the connection, but she was happy to answer the question anyway. She closed her eyes in thought for a bit, running the numbers through her head. Celestia smiled at how focused and serious the filly got sometimes.
“The maximum is eight,” reported Twilight confidently.
“Very good, Twilight,” said Celestia. The wide, toothy grin that Twilight gave the princess warned her soul. “That feeling right there. The way you feel after getting a difficult problem correct. That is how your mother feels every day at work.”
“Oh. That makes sense, I guess.” Twilight used her magic to carefully raise a juicebox and stick it with a straw, then took a deep sip. “But you said there were two reasons.”
“So I did. Your mother, Twilight, loves you very much. I don’t have to tell you that, do I?” asked Celestia. Twilight shook her head vigorously, making her hair dance to and fro. “Well, how do you know that your mother loves you?”
Twilight had to think about it for a while, because it wasn’t terribly obvious. She reasoned that the princess was looking for some underlying reasons, something less obvious than the “I love you, Twilight” that was so often repeated before bed. Twilight tried to dig deep to answer the question.
“She says that she wants to help me be the best I can be,” said Twilight. “She wants me to be successful. I think that’s how I know.” Celestia didn’t respond, so Twilight tried to think of something else. “Oh! And she says that she’s proud of me all the time. That’s love, right?”
“Yes, Twilight. That’s exactly it. And, just as she is proud of you, she wants for you to be proud of her,” said Celestia. Twilight tilted her head, the very idea of an adult as smart and important as her mother seeking acknowledgment blowing her filly mind.
“I don’t understand,” said Twilight. “Why would a grown-up want me to be proud of her? That’s silly.” 
“I want to let you in on a little secret,” said Celestia, barely stifling her giggles. Twilight leaned in as if Celestia was on her last breath and held the secrets of the universe. “Your opinion matters more to your mother than anypony else’s.”
“Huh?”
“What I mean is that your mother, your father, too, care about what you have to say the most. If they understand that you are proud of them, they aren’t concerned with anything that anypony else has to say.” 
“If I’m proud of her, mommy doesn’t care about what anypony says?” asked Twilight, just to make sure that she understood correctly.
“That is correct.”
“Not even you?”
“No, Twilight,” Celestia said with a grin. “Not even me.”
Twilight was floored. How could that be? Even if it was true, how could her parents not think she was proud of them? They were the smartest, strongest, most amazing ponies she ever met. 
“But I am proud,” said Twilight. “If I tell mommy that, will she stop working?”
“No, not exactly. You know how your mother always tells you to keep trying to get better?” asked Celestia. Twilight nodded. “The same applies to her. She wants to keep making you proud, so she has to keep working.”
“Hm… I don’t get grown-ups,” said Twilight. “If they have all this important stuff to say, why not just come out and say it? How are ponies supposed to understand each other if they keep saying crazy stuff in riddles?” Celestia smirked, rising to her hooves.
“Perhaps grown-ups are a little silly,” admitted the princess. “But we are not silly without reason. Perhaps we are silly so our children have something to teach us.” Twilight gave a grin and a nod, agreeing that Celestia was probably correct. “Okay, Twilight. Time to clean up and get back to your studies.”
“Wait, Princess Celestia! I had one more question,” said Twilight. Celestia motioned for her to continue. “If my mommy is at work all the time, where is yours?”
At first, Twilight thought she may have said something wrong. The way Celestia grimaced scared Twilight for just a second. Quickly after, though, Celestia regained her composure. As if it had never happened.
“I… I lost my mother a long time ago, Twilight,” said Celestia quietly. She closed her eyes and let out a wistful sigh. “Oh, how I miss her so.”
“If you miss her so much, why don’t you look for her?” asked Twilight, gathering up her debris from lunch. “You said she’s lost?”
“Not lost like that. Sometimes, a pony gets sick and no amount of bedrest or hot soup or orange juice will make them better. Sometimes, these ponies are just… lost.”
“Can’t you get a new mommy?”
This time, Twilight was positive that she misspoke. Celestia’s eyes burned with fury for a small second, which was more anger than Twilight had ever seen in the princess. Celestia dropped her calm, friendly tone and spoke more firmly.
“Absolutely not. Family is irreplaceable,” said Celestia. “You cannot just find a new one.”
“Not replace her. Just have another. Like I did,” said Twilight. 
“Like you did? You have a second mother?”
“Yup! And, if it weren’t for my real mommy, she’d be the best mommy ever!”
“Oh? And who is that mother?” asked Celestia. Twilight looked incredulously. She thought that grown-ups must have been really silly if even Princess Celestia was confused.
“It’s you, of course. You're my mommy when my real mommy isn’t around,” explained Twilight, showing off her toothiest grin. Celestia returned it after just a moment of thought, then helped Twilight to clear their lunch table.
What Celestia failed to think about was the fact that Twilight never asked for information she didn’t intend to use. She wasn’t the type to waste time with pointless questions. Twilight filed all of what she learned during her conversation away, intending to use it the next Sunday.

Twilight trotted down the halls, a saddlebag fastened tightly to her body. She didn’t actually have to be in Canterlot Castle right then, as it was a Sunday and she didn’t have any studies scheduled. Still, there was something very important that she had to do, and she wasn’t about to let something little like a day-off stop her.
Twilight skipped through the corridors, eventually skidding to a stop in front of a set of gorgeous, ornate golden doors. Doing her best to remain silent, Twilight opened up her saddlebag and gripped an envelope between her teeth. She bent her head down and slipped it beneath the door. Twilight, satisfied with her work, turned to leave. Twilight heard the doors whoosh open, causing her to freeze in her tracks.
“Twilight?” said Celestia, rubbing her eyes tiredly. “What are you doing here?”

“Oh, well, I-I…” Twilight stammered, her cheeks flushing pink. “I wanted it to be a surprise, but…” She bent down and grabbed the envelope, offering it to Celestia. The princess lifted the envelope out of Twilight’s grasp with her magic. “I guess you can open it now.”
Celestia nodded, then split the seal of the envelope with her magic. She removed its contents, a simple, folded piece of golden construction paper. It was fine art by a child’s standards, but still adorably crude. The cover was simple, with nothing but a few simple words.
Happy Mother’s Day
Celestia didn’t really understand what she was looking at, not at first. She stared at the words as if she was looking at a blank sheet for several moments before the words had any sort of significance. When she had absorbed it all, she smiled.
“Is this for me?” asked Celestia. Twilight nodded vigorously, beaming her excitement into Celestia’s being.
“You don’t have a filly or colt to give you a card, so I made one during arts and crafts last week!” said Twilight brightly. “Do you like it?”
Celestia opened up the card, prepared to find a cute, crude drawing of the two doing things that they typically did. Instead, she was met with her favorite poem. She had read it to Twilight once, their first study session together. It was how Celestia opened her first Literature lesson. She explained that the poem, Harmony, was written by her great-great grandmother, and that it had been passed down from generation to generation. Celestia explained that she wanted to share it with the world, starting with Twilight. The young filly, who was surely terrified of everything happening, had clearly remembered how important Harmony was to the princess.
“I love it, Twilight. I positively love it.” Celestia spread her wings and wrapped them around Twilight. Twilight nuzzled against Celestia’s neck, smiling widely. She couldn’t imagine a better scenario than this.
“I love you, Princess Celestia,” said Twilight. Celestia planted a soft kiss on Twilight’s forehead.
“And I love you, my student,” said Celestia. “And I love you.”

	
		Mother's Day



	“Spike!” called Twilight, bustling through her throne room, levitating things into her suitcase. “Come on, we’re going to be late for Mother’s Day Brunch!” A spectacular brunch had been planned in the Crystal Empire to celebrate the motherhood of Twilight Velvet and Princess Cadance, as well as the psuedo-motherhood of Princess Celestia.
“One sec!” called Spike. “Just gotta—” Twilight could hear a loud belch and the sound of dragonfire bursting into the air.
“Letter from Celestia!” called Spike, running into the room. He clutched a yellow envelope in his claws, which he handed to Twilight. Using her magic, Twilight split the seal and tapped the envelope’s contents out and into her hoof. It was a Mother’s Day card, a simple piece of golden construction paper folded crookedly in half. It was crude, as if made by a foal. Twilight looked at it unfamiliarly, then opened it up. There was a poem messily scribbled in crayon. Beneath it was an elegant note written in the neat, looping hoofwriting that Twilight recognized instantly as her former teacher’s

Life is a harmony to be achieved
Not by small trials, but by forthcoming
From all the antagonists retrieved
Our legs strengthened for running.
In unison, a remedy to the believers
A ringing of beauty piercing through
Captivated are the achievers
Who shed the blood of true
Friends and warriors alike strive together
Bone crushing blows to their hearts
Tattered and strained by the weather
They’re always around to pick up the parts
A rainbow of color to those who stay strong
Fearful thoughts often defer us from here
Whether we do what’s right, or do what’s wrong
Our minds remain clear, because we are here
And we sing our harmonious song.

Dear Twilight Sparkle,
I formerly and foolishly believed that I would never be able to have a child. However, when I received this card from you all those years ago, I realized that I was wrong. Though I never bore a foal, you were like a daughter to me, and remain so to this day. This gift from you, when you were but a filly, warmed my heart and filled my being with a love I have scarcely felt before or since. I hope to return some of that love to you.
Happy Mother’s Day,
Your “Second Mommy”


Twilight smiled, then wrapped the card with her magic. She breathed deeply and synthesized a frame around it, casting several protection and longevity spells on it. She set it in the center of her large table, then set off to see the important mares in her life.

			Author's Notes: 
I didn't write this poem, but you can find it here. Check it out if you're curious.
Hope you enjoyed the story. Now get up and go hug that mom-figure in your life.
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